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 A MODERN COMEDY
quite got over—and decided not to Lave more than three
styles in her house : Chinese, Spanish, and her own. The
room to the left of the front door, running the breadth of the
house, was Chinese, with ivory panels, a copper floor, central
heating, and cut glass lustres. It contained four pictures —
all Chinese—the only school in which her father had not yet
dabbled. The fireplace, wide and open, had Chinese dogs
with Chinese tiles for them to stand on. The silk was
chiefly of jade green. There were two wonderful old black-
tea chests, picked up with Soames' money at Jobson's—not
a bargain. There was no piano, partly because pianos were
too uncompromisingly occidental, and partly because it
would have taken up much room. Flcur aimed at space—
collecting people rather than furniture or bibflots. The
light, admitted by windows at both ends, was unfortunately
not Chinese. She would stand sometimes in the centre of
this room, thinking—how to ' bunch ' her guests, how to
make her room more Chinese without making it uncom-
fortable ; how to seem to know all about literature and
politics ; how to accept everything her father gave her,
without making him aware that his taste had no sense of
the future ; how to keep hold of Sibley Swan, the new
literary star, and to get hold of Gurdon Minho, the old ; of
how Wilfrid Desert was getting too fond of her; of what
was really her style in dress ; of why Michael had such
funny ears ; and sometimes she stood not thinking at all—
just aching a little.
When those three came in she was sitting before a red
lacquer tea-table, finishing a very good tea. She always
had tea brought in rather early, so that she could have n
good quiet preliminary ' tuck-in' all by herself, because
she was not quite twenty-one, and this was her hour for
remembering her youth. By her side Ting-a-ling was
standing on his hind feet, his tawny forepaws on a Chinese

